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and dancing. Maiji said, "They played the waltzes of
Strauss. Strauss was a great Austrian composer."
"Did you dance with him?" I asked.
"Indian women did not dance in those days. It was
not regarded as proper."
There were many other stories like this and, at the
time, they were nice to hear. British royalty had im-
pressed my grandmother quite a bit, judging by the
numerous occasions on which she talked of the House
of Windsor. Perhaps it was because of instances like
these, which appear a little futile today, that she con-
cluded we had blue blood.
My mother, however, did not think so. She said on
one occasion, "There is no such thing as blue blood.
Blood is always red. Talking to a prince doesn't change
the color of one's blood."
"Well, of course, you have different ideas," Maiji re-
torted.
"He is my son. I don't want him to get silly ideas in
his head."
My father was always tactful on such occasions. He
never interfered.
One day Maiji was opening her safe. It used to give
me a feeling of richness being around. In the safe were
her plush-covered boxes of jewelry, the packages of
shares and securities, odds and ends. I knew them all so
well. I knew what rings she had. I knew her bracelets,
her necklaces, and all her other ornaments.
"One day you'll get a ring from me for your wife,"
she said, "whether I am alive or not."
I wanted something else she had. It was a miniature
star.
"This you will have to get for yourself. It is the Star
of India. You remember whose name you bear?"